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For what was done or shall be ; if thou have

But so much power upon me to be called

Less hateful or more fearful, and thy death

With aught of dread have clothed the thought of thee

That thy life had not; if thou seest me fly,

Then mast thou see too that thou shalt not see

In death or life one part of spirit or sense

In me that calls thee master.    To God's hand

I give the rest; but in mine own I hold

The perfect power for good or evil days

To keep the heart I had, and on myself

Lose not one jot of lordship; so may God

Love me no less and be no slower, I think,

To help my soul than theirs more vile than mine

And made for chance to mar, whereon their fate

Has power as on their bodies.    If he will,

Now should he help, or never ; for we leave

A field more fatal to us and day more foul

Than ever cast out hope.    I am loth to go

More than to die; yet come what will soe'er,

I shall no more.    Thou told'st me not of this,
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But yet I learnt it of thee.    Come ; we have
One dark day less of doom to see and live
Who have seen this and die not.    Stay by me ;
I know thou wilt; if I should bid thee go,
It were but even as if I bade thee stay
Who hast as far to flee from death as I.        \Exeunt.